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LOVE'S MUSIC,

EY LYDIA A. CALDWELL.
Eao close we stood tngether,
2o near, our hearts did beat,
Thete luy bul n single shadow
s the green sward at sar feel.

To their inmost soul of azure,
Hiung bare the heavens on high;
Slow up throngh the morning brighiness
A 'mast-wrenth elimbed the sky.

Then in the silver silence
My heart became aware

(1 a soaud so fine it moved not
The mute and delicate nir.

1= it the mus'ea! ocean?
The moning, musical sea?

Or i+
Lu whe bole of the great ash ree ?

ita wind-wileh singing

¥ Beven lengues away to the northward,
s on the shore ;
No wind in the bole of the ash iree

Moan the sca-sh

Fover gang tLis tane before "

Then, while the fine compress on
€ lusvwarm aroend me stole,
I felt how the eves of my lover

Were looking into my soul.

Andl he sofily saud, “ This musie

Doth sy wenrt munke mght and roon;
Full long have | waited, weary,

For iky heart 1o learn the e,

SO, Teave the wind in the ash tree!
M, Iravet
For our henrts shall bent this measare,

Dear love, till they beat no more ' "

r &im on the &l ore

| Copyright secured according to law. |
Forithe National Era.
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A NEW ENGLAND GIRL,

BY MARTHA RUSSELL,

CHAPTER XXII—Coutigued.
I 1sd won gelf-possession, if nothing else,
since these old days when Miss Harriet Hart's®
! stare and rustling dress could put me out
Ol ¢oL
that still curved Mize Ellen's mouth, I arose,
od, seating mysell’ at the piano, begun the
prelude to the old Scotch song which etill, I
;\_-511.1::" i, [:i)‘ cpen on Miss Helen Cavendish's
piano, st the Pines, “The Scottish Widow's
Lament” 1 had obtained the music from the
feacher at Osklawn, and bad studied it thor-
oughly; and now, as I sung, memories of the
days when 1 first saw it came over me—thoughts
of all that had happened since; and the grief
aud loneliness of my own life were mingled
with the touching pathos of the bereaved wife
tu]d moths r.
As [ coased, there was silence a second, be-
fore Miss Grace Lloyd exclaimed, with school-
girl impulsivenees—

“Ma'ma, Jalia, isa’t that beamiful! So
swerl nnd sad. And she sings it so well, I
must learn thai—indeed T must! It is better
theo all the walizes and polkas ever written !

Mise Lloyd never turned her head, but eat
carelessly waving her richly-carved fan, (it was
a warm doy in Juuse,) but the mother said, im-
perative'y —

“{araes, will you never remember that all
such exargerated Lersts and expressions are
va'cer and illbred—wholly contrary to that
elegant selenue and repose which make the

manners of a lady ? 1 really hoped that, under
the traiving of Mudame Legarrie, you had over-
co ne thiz in aulady-like trait!"

firnes Llushed and pouted, while T arose to
#cell my jormer secluded seat. As I passed
Miss Annesley, she took my hand, and said—

“ Thank you, dear, a thousand times. That
song has brought back the light of many a van-
ished June like this. Cousin Lloyd, you re-
menber Ellen Cavendish—you met her here
several times about the time of your marriage.
That was a favorite song with her, and she
sung 54 no one else could.”

“Yes; wha* was there about her or her
brother? T think I heard something happened
to one or both of them.”

“Helen was insane, or partially so, for many
years. It is scarcely more than a year since
she died.””

“And ber brother. T remember him; quite
n wicked man. They were wealthy, too, I
“He died abont three months sincs, very
suddenly, at the Astor House. They are all

gone now—they, and many others.”

55 Annesley sighed, snd T saw that her eyes
were full of tears, but Mrs, Lloyd went on, in
hier lr:.rnl. inflated tours—

“The extinetion of sach old families of wealth

and standing  not only very sad, but, in my
judgment, & erime acainst society. No one
knows who will crowd into their places; and this
Mr. Cavendish should have married, as & mat-
ter of duty to his class, if not himself. We all
have our duties.” i

*And Mr. Ralph Saville Annesley his,” I
mentally added, as 1 saw her glance rest on
Miss Julin,

Perhaps: Miss Annesle
but she did not speak,
ued her queries,

* What disposition did he make of hig prop-
erty ? "

“ He gave it, by will, to the children of a Mr.
Ellis—a distant relative, I think. They are a
very respectable family, I understand.”

“Why, tkey must be the Ellig’s, of Oak-
lawn 1™ gaid Miss Grace Lloyd, opening wida
her blue eyes. “It was a Mr. Cavendish that
Iefi them s fortune not long since. You re-
wember, ma, ma, I told you that Fanny Pynch-
won was going to marry a Mr. Ellis. “But the
Gucerest thing bhas happened. Sophie wrote
me ahout it last week. I should have forgotten
l-i: tell you, if Cousin Anne bad not mentioned
the vame !

“ Have you forgotten your English at
E\i:-_ia ne Lezarrie':,r{lorm? or do the youn,
“adies
BITY

v had the same thought,
and Miss Lloyd contin-

there use such words as queer?” ob-
el Miss Lloyd, with a sneer,

ttanze, theo, Julia!” returned the little
1'%, oo esger to respond to Miss Annesley's
4w hat is it ? Jet us know, pet,” to be angry.

I did uot need to ask. I knew what was
voming, yei 1 closed the book of engravings I
had beew ogtensibly looking over, and sat with
folded arms, curious to learn what the world
sa1d of this affsir,

. Why, Sophie says that the old gentlemsn
-I‘ml. and left them sll the pro y—that is,
Edward, Fanny's suitor, and his sister ; but
there wus something said in the will about &
brother, who died abroad when he was quite a
boy, a great many years ago. It was a mere mat-
ter of form—the lawyers said—a whim of the old
gentleman’s. But what should oge of the teach-
ers in the seminary do—( Mrs, Ellis, the mother,
conducts a seminary for ladies)—a poor girl, a
pauper, Sophie says—whom Mrs, Ellis took
and educated out of charity, but step forward
and claim to be the daughter of that brother,
aud the heiress of the property 1™ y

* What unparal’eled impudence 1" exclaimed
Mrs. Lloyd, with her chin erect. I hope the
lady sent her back to the almshouse, or, ratker,
gh\':%__ht:r tuto the hands of the officers of just-
ace |

“I am surprised at

¢

A Ti=ed at your astonishment, ma

teve mdman,” said Miss Julia, whisking a fly
from her fresh spring silk with her fan, * After
your experience with ogr governesses, you

g | found locked, was much finer than

strange, a8 Grace says, is
ter.”

i "Ll N ot | it
with the Hon. Mr, E——, I think & wasq
a romance, Aunt Anne.” b
¥ Miss Julia did not deign a o this ink-
ling of domestic history, and kind- (isa Annes:
kyﬂﬁ .

o;‘!ﬁ;;nﬁﬁqu. But go on, dear’
of it
“The girl, T believe, had
e =
onsekeeper r. Ca ¥
had her as his n:ﬁ before
died; and there was talk of a comprymise, for
Ellis's are very bonorable people; "but the
showed out her true character by ; ganing
in the night, after attempting, as . “p
to bribe an elder half brother of §
to marry her.” : -
There was James Sancrofi's EL
bave smiled ax the abanrdity of
not felt that Edward Ellis himse '
told it to Fanny Pyncheon, who 3 grace

|

must bave believed it. Mrs. Elliy believed it,
and these ladies believed it. is was that
teacher's guerdon for renunciation, hunger,
suffering, and toil. For this shq had walked
the etreets of W—— a beggar, y had not
told of the coldnees, mistrust, and suspicion,
the changed looks and tones, which made her
life there, on their terms, intolerable! Not a
word of this, But she had shown her true char-
acter by running away! She wak ere-
fore, dishonest ; homelese—therefore, base and
unwomanly—her acts deserving of the worst
copstruction ; friendless—therefore, anything
in the shape of man, with friends and family,
aye, and for aught I know withont, might slan-
der her with impunity! Great God! and this
was society—life! This was Christianity in
lhei nineteenth untuI 1 o N

8 it strange that id Ii to the re-
mainder of the tale, m'ﬂ; in those silvery, girl-
ich accents 7—the shock this cresture’s ingrati-
tude had given to Mrs. Ellis’s neyves—the dis-
interestedness of herself and son in trying to
trace the fugitive—the probable ement
of Edward's marriage—or, tha emphatic de-
nunciations of “ such baseness,” by Mrs. Lloyd,
echoed faintly by gentle Mies Annesley, and
the elcquent shrug of Miss Julia’s fair shoul-
ders—but sat recalling some words of Mr. Ralph
Annesley's, uttered long ago, beside the Cedar
Pond, about the children of Hindoo women and
the river Ganges.

CHAPTER XXIIIL

We are at Higheliff, once more enjoying
the fair miracles of sunrise and sunset, with
the gtill summer noontides between. The
Lloyds, declining Miss Annesley's cordial invi-
tation, are whiling away the time, before the
8 a season commences, at the houses of
friends on the banks of the Hudson, somewhat
to my mistress’s disappointment. The father
of theda young ladies had been a very dear
friend of here—something nearer than a friend,
I fancied—from various little things that came
to my knowladge, and she had evidently trans-
ferred her affection to his children. This long,
lingering aroma from the * plant called Love
in Idleness,” had completely blinded her to
Mias Julia's overbearing pride—or, ﬁerbnpn, it
did not seem to her a fault, for she was of
their own rank, and could not be expected to
see with the eyes cf the poor companion,

But her disappointment was soon effaced b
the bright sunshina and fresh air of Higheliff,
and she spent hours out in the gardeu, leaning
on my arm, for she was now able, with help,
to walk, or seated in a garden chuir beneath
the great peach tree st the end of the alley,
planning the arrangement of the flower beds,
and overseeing the labors of Peter’s boy Jim,
her maid Jane, and myself. Bometimes Peter

was not busy on the farm, and by midsummer
our garden was a wilderness of beauty—old-
fashioned beauty, too—for there were the flowers
my mistress loved and tended in her youth—
white lilies, sweetwilliams, larkspurs, colum-
bines, marigolds, and holiybocks of all colors,
red and white and damaak rosgs, sweet-scented
shrubs, lilac and syringa, and Guelder roses,
and many a bed of thyme and camomile and
mignonette, summer savory, and fennel, all
bordered by the ever green and fresh-looking
box, thick hedges of which divided the lawn
from the street, and lined every slley about the
grounds. This was a new fefiture to me; all
that I had ever seen before had been the lttle,
yellow, dust-colored specimend lining the mathe-
matically-drawn flower beds in some narrow
yards in the suburbs of the city—as unlike this
fresh, green, stalwart thing as pcssible; and these
hedges were to me a continual source of de-
light, U'Tlding up so firm, and strong, and un-
dsunted, meither shrinking nor paling for sum-
mer's heat nor winter’s snow.

But a word abont Higheliff. Tt was nothing
more than a large old-fashioned farm-house,
standing on a plateau of some acres in ex-
tent, about half way up a ridge of hills that en-
circle the semi-capital of the county, the town
of Bedford. It fronted the southwest, and from
the front windows, or the old porch, the eye
ranged over many & place famous in, the an-
nals of the Revolution as the scene of fierce-
fought battles or bloody treachery, until it rest.
ed on & long line of hazy blue, which my heart
leaped up to see, for it was the distant waters
of the Sound. Behind us rose the hills, not
high encugh to be dignified aa mountains, but
still steep and rough in some places, -and
seamed by daen gorges, at the bottom of which,
overhung by cliffs and tre®, gurgled the swift
mountain brooks, whit.:] finally uniting their
mimie streams in the valley below, harried on-
ward through ‘the borders of Connecticat, to
mingle their waters with those of the Bound.

Back of the house was an grchard—beyond,
an open meadow—then a piece of woods, where
the ceased, and you
you emerged from the trnes, and stood on a
high ledge of rocks, which lerminated in an al-
most perpendicular cliff, sverhanging one of
these same swift ptreams,: It was this, I pre-
sume, that gave the place i name. On the
aummi:l of this lhedn.:. ltoo:.:y lmf:ll ::‘w.ar, now
evidently going to § u fow farther
npqu::tganmﬁmo ;:;,- bad once been
rustic bridge, spannin gorge,
which was now snpp?ied by & single
The view from these rocks, for the to

the house ; for, to the northwest, far
Croton, loomed up the sammits of
lands, Sugarioaf, _
the rest-of the Titan brethren; while
south, like a streak of silver, gleamad the w T
Tappan Bay. On Ih&lnﬂh, vestled amid
the hills, was Bed&:ﬁin its state, with
countless villages scattered
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beauty I had so often heard him ¢gseribe. He | had

himazelf gave us a lift at odd moments, when he |

began to ascend, until | and

—

“Yes; but I#in’ know, Miss; nobody has
been there for y years, bt Mr. Ralph. He
fitted up the room when he was here some

Mr. Ralph’s par-
ticular, too, in | @ way ; an’ be's been away so
nn& one don't Yuite know hia mimi.:l'I
Annesle! saw no objection, and I spent
many an hour a the upper room of the old
tower, with my ' 0ox in my hand, or dreaming
d:unuuwili and nird,yud, alas! as little

likely to be re Jizad, as any of those I had

t came in
ger and half in grief, at my

%1 of the tower I always passed
hastily througk' hardly pausing to glance at
the mouldy bo¢' s upon the small table, or the
m sod by *zin‘; gear upon the walls. It

. dreary a M forsaken, and the walls were
came-in through

*Qv-bs; - ki;‘ here than ever, if I did some-
times biild cha 3asz en Espagne altogether too
costly for a ¢ ild of the
ever been ince those visita to the Cove;
for here I was, indeed, made not only & com-
panion, but t"ated as an equal, intelligent
woman, Inded, I was far Miss Annesley's
superior in in' sllettual culture, and my mind
travelled leagu: 3 where hers only beat round and
round the acct #tomed track. This was unfor-
tunate, for it it.ne to a woman’s true de-
velopment; the ; she should have somse one to
share, if not fide, her highest thought. Be-
aides, I had, I ear, a great deal of “that turpi-
tide of heart’‘with which Mr. Tyler nsed to
charge me, clit ging to me still zfor though I ap-
preciated and Admired Miss Annesley’s good-
ness snd benegolence, it affacted me something
a8 I bave saidNhe Life of Payson did, when I
was a child. I was good in its way, but I want-

ed scmebhing less mnegative, something that
fought, and dr ibted, and struggled, and over-
come. '

One thing ti Jubled me much. I heard noth-
ing from litt/ Adeline Leete. I had been,
much to my /Jrrow, obliged to leave the city
withont seeing her again, for she never came to
call on me as 3e promised ; and when I again
sought her lod ings, to tell her of my destina-
tion, I was td i that she was out with her hus-
band. I had v iiten to her twice since we came
to Higheliff, b t had received noreply. I tried
to persuade 1 yeelf that she, too, might have

e into the “Suntry for a few weeks, back to
the dear old C ¢ve and Polly Maria, or to visit
her hnsband's tiends; and I looked forward to a
happy meetin; in the autumn, glad to think
that when her hour of trial came, and she la
down on her I &d of pain, to rise crowned wi
honor and joy Uncle Steve and I both should
be near her. L

I often apex . an hour in the kitchen with Mrs.
Brown, Peter’ ‘ wife, listening to the endless dis-
cusgions betw en her and Miss Annesley, on the
best method ¢ ¢ pickleing and preserving; and
many more ip the garden with Jane and Jim,
gathering the fruit for their use.

One mornifg, when I came in with my basket
of gooseberrits, I found Peter talking with
Miss Annesle '. He had driven to Bedford that
morping, and was telling her about some one
who was very ill. She seemed much concerned,
and kept flult *ring her hands nervously about,
saying—

* Poor crefture’ poor thing! What will be-
come of her? Two grandchildren, did you
B& . ”

“Yes; there are two of ’em, an the girl's big
enough to do 5ome chores; an for the rest, there's
an ol womni iMerc—a rolation.like, T ok is
that takes care of her; but they are poorly
enopgh off, I guess, an it's a long way from
neighbors.” .

“You and your wife must drive up there, and

see after them, Peter. We must not let them

suffer.” :
“ Drive, Misa Ann ! 1 doubt whether a
on has n over the road between here

and there sirce the greAt storm, a year ago last
September. 'The road's all torn to pieces. Now,
if ‘twas a rainy dey, I might foot it up the moun-
tain, (Peter :jlways spoke of the mountains,) or,
at a pinch, rde old Bony up there; but it’s a
good hay-da! , ma’am ! '

A fine biy-day was pacred from all outside
interruptiont with old Peter; and as he turned
doggedly aw1y, with his unanswerable remark,

I'irquired—

“[é?hoin i that is ill? Can I be of any assist-
nce? ” :

“ A widow Juyee, who lives at the top of the
Ridge youoder, ¢ you see those two tall pop-
lars, ghe used ty live in the family, and Peter
heard, over in the town, to-day, that she had
been quite ill. She must be suffering, I think.”

“I will go to see her, if you choose, to day.
I can easily wslk there and gmk Before night.”’

“You, citild! * Why, it's four miles, at
lenst | 7

“That's n) more than I've often walked since
we came hete. 1 like a long walk.”

It was de ided that I should go, and, to avoid
the heat of { he mid-noon, I sta immedigtely,
with the lad Jim for a guide and companion,
and the twd' tall poplars for a lJandmark. I am
not sure ths | the lad did not diverge occasional-
ly from the flinect course, to show me some fa-
mous grouti ig ilpot, or to see whether the crows
built their restd where they did a year ago; but
we reached our destihation safely, and, leaving
him outside: I 3ntered the open door.

A womsait Pent over the fire, stirring some-
thing jn a Fasid ; she heard my step, for, with-
out turning sh b said— !

"Be ver} q liet, Jenny, for she’s in & nice

I started, st bd & moment, uncertain whether
to retreat 0" a vance ; Lhen, hastily crossing the
ﬂo&;, laid soy hand on her shoulder, saying,
S :

s g
¥ Alice, dea® Alice, don’t be frightened; it's
not Jenny "
Bhe sprang Yip, gave a stare of astonishment,

then clung to
“Oh, my chiid! master 'ip’tchiH!f.T&en,
er,

did not go Away to die, like your poor
Lmlfurd? I‘hik thank God 1"

I drew her to a seat, and brietly explained
where I #%d why I #ad left Oaklawn as I
di:j; Sh:‘:lwbk-har head mournfully, as she
w rnnd—

“It's just llke him, child, need no
other proof of your birth ; but, it ‘wasn’t right,
Id(:n'tthmh!iﬂerﬂﬂhnymlduyit
was.

“May be o t, Alice; but it's done, and now
it remains wit \ you and me to keep the secret.
You must be 'nore careful than i
James Sancro v’ )

“Did he sa} I told 'him, the false knave?"
;I:;ueh:‘med.ﬂmhing up as I never saw her

ora.

“ He led m¢' to think so, if be did not actual-
ly say s0; but, it’s no matter now, dear Alice.”

almshouse—than 1| hia

| fore, and, with & grave how, he turned up the

her to New York himself—her and old Nep-
tune. 1

“Nep! What did you do with him 7"

“Left him at Mr. Spencer’s office. I think
he wanted him.”

“ And Mark? "

8> the house was deserted. It was well.
They would have the wealth ; I, the love of an
old woman and & dumb dog; and I felt rich
and. glad. :

Her niece had been suffering from a kind of
low 'fever, brought on by over-work, Alice
thought, and trouble.

“She was better now, and she could make
her very comfortable, thank Heaven ; bat poor
Mary would doubtless be pléased that the fam-
ily at Highcliff remembered her.”

I asked for the grandchildren. Jenny, a
rosy-cheeked laes, was called in; but the father,
who had just come home from ses, had taken
Bill to the city for a few da

We had brought a lmlﬁllket, containing
our own luncheon, and a few things which Miss
Aunuesley thought likely to tempt the sppeti
of the sick woman; and when she awoke, I
went in, and spoke with her i of
Miss Anresley’s l{m y. Bhe seemed much
pleased, and thanked me warmly for coming.

Bidding Jenny sit by her mather, and send-
ing Jim, my guide, whom I found down upon

is hands and knees by the fresh spring, be-
neath the poplars, watching for frogs, forward,
Alice walked several rods with me down the
hill-side. At le she paused, and stood
looking at the chimneys of Higheliff, which
were vigible above the sea of green trees.

“Many and many's the time I've been there
with them that's gone,” she gaid; “I’'m glad
you are there, child, though it's little I thought
master Philip’s child would live there &

“ Servant, Alice," I said, seeing her hesitate ;
“ but, as you say, I am glad I am there—twice
glad to be so mear jou. I shall come to see
you often, and, remember, 1 am Miss Lina—
Lina Ray, now.”

“ Have you given up the name, then? They
said you kept it.”

“Only for a while, By and by, when I get
rich enough, I mean to go West, and, if possi-
ble, prove my right to it!"

“Go now, child. Take my money. We
need but little—indeed, we can do without it!"

“B8o can I, Alice;" and, with a kiss on her
old withered cheek, I bounded down the hill,

I soon overtook Jim, and, gladdened by this
meeting with old Alice, and my long day amid
the Lills, I ran races with the boy, as the shad-
-ows lengthened, across the open fields, and en-
{'oyed them, too, with & zest which the “ Eng-

ish teacher at Oaklawn ” would have scarcely
thought possible six months before.

“I shall go over the CLiff, Jim,” I said, as
we nearedlhome; “1 want to see tfie sun aelt..l']’
“Then I will go too, Miss, and I guess I'

get to the bridge first!”

He shot past me like an arrow, while I fol-
lowed leisurely after, in time to see him, when
within a few rods of the bridge, stumble and
pitch beadlong. Thinking he might be hurt, I
ran f , ‘but sprang back at the fierce
growl of a large dog that came bounding over
the recks. I cried out to the boy, to know if
he was hurt, but he was already on his feet,
and, peinting to the plank, said—

“See, Miss Lins, it'’s Mr. Ralph!”

A rapid lglanca convinced me that he was
right, but 1 had no time to look; for, at the
sound of my voice, the dog, who had planted
hiugself at the end of the k, asif to prmmnt
us from trespaesing upon his master’s u-
sion, sprang F::nﬁ, and came fawning around
me, uttering low cries of joyful recognition. It
was Neptune—dear old Ne nd with diffi-
culty T repressed the answering cry of delight
that rose to my lips. As it was, I could not
afford, savesby a mute caress or softly-uttered

entleman slepped across the plank, saying—
B Down, Nl:pli}!ed The dog will not harm you.
Is the lad hurt 77

“Not'a bit, sir!” spoke up Jim. “We
were running races, Miss Lina and I1”

“Indeed! I wasn't aware that the young
women of the®present day practiced such clas-
nical feats. The dog’s instincts are keener, for
he seems to appreciate an accomplishment so
much in his own line, and is desirous of making
friends. Dgwn, Nep, I say!”

I scarce ew whether the smile or the tone
was meant for a compliment or a sarcasm, and
I eaid, bluntly, as I moved toward the bridge—

“I thack him, for neither a dog’s lightness
of foot nor friendship is to be despised, I fancy!”

“ Yery true | { e replied, with a quick glance
at my.i'?oe. as he mrep z::,b my side, ad:i:s.

s by way of explanatifn, “ This plank is
ly safe, I think, even for one who runs races.
Let me try it again with my heavier foot.”

He stalked forward across the worm-eaten
affair, aa if it was quite a matter of indifference
whether it held together or not; and, satisfying
himsell by a glance that Jim and I were follow-
ing, ascended the rocks in the direction of the
tower. He gtood looking down upon. the wide
landscape, apparently unforgetful of our prox-
imity, as we him to gain the narrow
footpath that led to the wood below, old Nep
running on before, and the lad expatiating on
the necessity “ of father's bridging the ravine
with a first-rate new plank.” But he turned
suddenly, with—

“ And who may your father be, my lad ? "

% Why, Peter Brown, Mr. Annesley. Don’t
you know me,sir? I'm Jim!"”

“ Aye, I see now, and"—— he paused, bat
his glance at me had caught the boy's atten-
tion, and, childlike, he went on, as if proud of
his information— = .

“ This is Miss Ray, sir. Bhe came with Miss
Annesley, and reads to her, and hel.gl make
garden, and goes with me to salt the sheep and
bring the cows, and "——

“Ruons races,” interrupted the gentleman,
slightly lifting his hat at this introduction.
“ Miss Annesley is fortunate in possessing such
a friend! "

“ You mistake, sir; I am simply Miss An-
nesley’s hired companion ! ”

“ Aye, I forgot—a pleasant walk to you!”

Again the hat was lifted gtill higher than be-

steps toward the tower,"while I walked rapidly
home, musing upon this sudden appearance
the master, and what it might portend.

“ He will only stay a day or two,” said Miss
Annugq, as nh{b me{. me il:n the square hall, all
in a flutter of excitement ; “ How I'do wish the

L irls were here! He will find it so dull
e i, e

A Cpy¥186 Car.—One day, a cook ina mon-
nstery, when bo laid the di

i mﬁ.&mﬁ one
brother’s portion of meat missing, nrﬂﬂ
that be had miscalculated, nnsogoﬂ de-
fici ,smliw ht no more of it till the next
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For the National Fra. .
THE FANTASY.

BY PHEBE CAREY,

Onee, charmed by thy most pleasant smile,
Anj listening 1o thy praises, sach

As woman, hearing all the while,
I think conld never hear 100 much—

1 badia pleasant fantasy,
Of bouls that meet, and, meeting, blend ;
d,hearing that kame dream from thee,
1 #8id I loved thee, O my friend!

'l'ht!wu the flood tide of my youth,
i now ite calm waves backwvard flow ;
Leagnot rell if it were truth,
Nar whether I do love or no.

Ny days and nights pass pleasantly,

| Berenely on the seasons glide ;

And though I think and drenm of thee,
I dvenm of many things beside.

Most eagerly thy praise is sought;

| "Fis sweet 10 meet, and sad 10 pari;

Butail my bert und deepest thought
1¢ hidden from thee, in my bear:.

Then blame not that my love is less
Than should repay thy heart's desire
For, though I give thee only this,
X give thée all thou canst inspire,

MISCELLANEOUS,

From Brace's new book, “ The Norse-Folk "
moxwu.lgln'l MUSEUM,

The charm and attraction which, to the lovers
of art, surround the Danish capital, which alone
draw multitades hither, come from one man’s
genius— dsen.

I find nothing in modern plastic art nearly
90 graceful or go attractive as his sculpture, 1
have long known the casts of his best works ;
but they give really no fair conception of his
genius. The exquisite severity and purity of
outline, the gentle shadowing and change of
surface, expressing the most delicate senti-
ments, and, asit were, the fullness of exuberant
life in the marble, are lost in the plaster. The
cast is more shrunken, stiff, and even harder,and,
except in the expression of very strong action
and , does not fully convey the ideal. This
is coetrary to my own impression, whiche has
always been that the cast often left an effect on
_thoLl{:lm‘ ¥ 88 distinct and pleasing as the orig-
ing

I wrote these words under the fresh impres-
sion of his worka. They express still their ef-
fect on my own mind:

v are feelings in the life of the soul
which are the most exquisite, joyous, and ra-
diant, that ever visit man. All ‘other joys are
poor and commonplace by their side. The
memory alone of them is sweeter than all after
pleasures. They belong to the fresh morning
of life—to it bloom, and hope, and cheeriness,
They are epirits who, with the fragrance and
beaaty of 8 happier sphere, come once to us in
that early morning, and come not again, It
is not given, except to poets, to utter the ex-

Joy which they bring into buman life.
All that is most delicate and luxurious and
cheerful in Nature, become their fitting expres-
sion. The song of thrushes and nightingales,
the fragrance of roses and apple blossoms, the
richness of summer flowers, the sparkle of
waves, tha glimmer of moonlight, the radiances
of mg sunshine, all the sweetness and gaiety
of utward world, are their language. How
even tha poor and ignorant long to exprees thi
owing joy! It comes forth in musie, in
songs, in the merry dance. Words cannot give
it. It istoo subtle for language. The grace
of life, the luxury and the unspeckable delicious-
ness of youth and love, have no verbal medinm
five enough ta eonvey them.,

word, to ise even the love of my uncle's h:‘_ltmmi 'mThor-:h}dm. like the Greelr:i
deg, for fe t mi & i i | been to utter these evanescent an
as Bia-ords InAomen. s e or Soviaking,

ot dionla pantimont i
gracefulness of y'outs:ﬂc eTxhcru{? '“1;’:‘.;".1;‘.'1'3

of love, the gniety and frolic and blitheness of
the morning of life, are his subjects. 1In his
frolicksome children, and the lithe springing
forms of his youths, in the sweetness of maid-
ens and the luxury of womanly beanty, in clas-
sic scenes, revived with a feeling and natural-
:hem whicf Ino other ;]nod;rq has shown, we feel

e joy of life uttered. It ia the v leasure
of ngn.nt love and tender p&lli:nr.y pWe see
that here is a touch which can trace the, most
delicate and beautiful sentiments, and never
slur them,

“ The bloom and grace of the first affection,
the aweetnesss of youth, the luxury and aban-
don of a happy heart, the thrill of impassioned
love, are drawn, and made alive on the cold
marble-alab, It is wonderful! That which
words are too earthly to give; which comes up
in ne]ver-t_o- rgotien memories, or in mutuf

8 longings w every fragrant breath o
?prm? and sweet melody of music ; which alone
once felt can make henceforth the meanest life
beantifu!, and of which the slighteat traces and
aagociations are more delicious than all suc-
ceeding enjoyments—this the Northern artist
has been able to utter in the difficult language
of sculpture, and to leave its enduring expres.
gion in the hard stone! Soch a man given
& apring 1o the world; he is a poet of its hap-

ess,

“I think, as T walk about the city and see
his thoughta, in saloons, in poor men's houses,
in cellars and taverns, that in future, long after
their petty princes and statesmen are forgotten,
this great heart will be cherished by the people,
and perhaps, in far distant ages, the onl{)tbin
which will preserve the memory of the Dani
capital, will be that it was the home of Thor-
w:dm.“

The museum of his works is, on the whole,
well arranged—esich important statue has a
little apartment for itself, the light comi
above, and the walls being lined with®uitable
bas reliefs, These reliefs ave to me among the
most precious of his works, and yet those of
which the casts give the feeblest impreasion,
It ia very difficult, however, to get a ﬁ:od lig'ht
for them in private houses. ey demand, I
think, a strong side-light. ;

Certainly, of all the representations of Christ,

painting or seu 's
is the most effective. It is known now through
the world. That attitude of benignant and mer-
ciful dignity, of a noble pity and condescension,
are mif'm thousands of copies—yet,
it is not sati . The original, however, is

L}

perhaps, lessens the impression of weakness
which the traditional face of Christ alwa
leaves; and, standing in its niche in the ch
&t:o Frue Xb'kc,! overlooking the row of apos-
and the ippers, with the strong lights
and shadows from above on its one
can sometimes realize faintly the ineffable
and nobleness of that life of suffering
and love, of which this is the feeble represents-

It is a remarksble thing, and shows the ge-
nins of Thorwaldson ,Ilntgavho above all

sicism, could not read a word of Greek or Latin,
and could not write his own language correctly !
Ani ing life hag of him,
An interesting Ao v oy
m‘duﬁymmnddimw&ud
the great artist, Pm,dnndmgndd?-
wmmmdmﬁ:mm%ﬁ
mstances surrounded the growth
&2& He was the son of & maker of fi
,, B
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disap
orth, looked by no means
leased, and eaid, bluntly, “ Well, madam, you
very few pains of for it!"

genius. He was sometimes for a iod—
even 8 whole year-—under the l;?;tpu?oomy
fits of depression, and utterly unable taﬂl-lior;
and then, again, he would throw off his most
exquisite works with incredible rapidity.

@ lived to win the praise of pe, as
anmodmwn]ptw,udto return to
his land, to receive the highest honors
and most cordial welcome from his countrymen.

Tug Visrr or Tioe Gravo Dok CovstaNting
70 FRAXCE AND Encraxn.—It is a s tive
fact, that the Grand Duke Constantine, the Ad-
miral of the Russinn navy, the most warlike
and “old Rasian” of the family of the Em-

r Nicholas, during the late war the most

itter, active, and relentless enemy of the
Western Powers, is now on a visit to the capi-
tals of France and England—at latest accounts
in Paris, and going to London—received with

istinguished consideration, made an incalcu-
Iable lion of, and endeavoring to make himself
extremely useful (to his country,) by Isborious,
minute, yigilant, and evidently scientifically in-
::a!ligsnt mnspections of ship-yards, foundries,

c., &c.

The London Témes of May 4th contains a
remarkable article concerning these facts. It
devotes one of its ponderous paragraphs to
describing the style in which old sportsmen,
when the season is over, get together and talk
over “all the sweet auxiliaries and furniture
of sport.” Then it tells ua:

“The great sportsmen of Europe have had a
glorious season, a regular batfue in the Crimes,
capital dockshooting in the Black Sea, and
some rather mild s in the Baltic. The re-
turn of game is considerable, and ths improve-
ments in guns, shot, and all the personal as well
as the materinl accessories of the amusement,
immense. We have finished for the present ;
indeed the preserves are almost bare, an
horses, dogs, and all, fairly done up, So now is
the time for that after-sport we have attempted
to deacribe. The Grand Duke Constantine is
come to visit his sporting neighbors, Napoleon
and Victoria.”

ure; but he is 8 man of business, and subscribes
in the regulation of his conduct to the venera-
ble aphorism of “business before pleasure.”
The soul of Constantine is in the dock-yards
and arsenals. The Times says:

“The Grand Duke returned again and again
to the foundries and workshops. Oa a second
visit o the dock-yard of Toulon, after examin-
ing the new gunboats and a model frigate, he
broke out, ‘1 am impatient to have done with
these official receptions, in order that we may
more carefully examiue together your ships
and your dock-yards. The floating batteries
he examined with intense curiosity. To the
conductors he imparted his coafidential opinion,
that they would be & failure against any heavier
ordnance or a closer fire than at Kinburn: azd
hearing thal some under equipment were in-
tended for China, he pleasantly observed, ‘So
you are going to take the chestnuts out of the
fire there too.” But nothing came amiss to his
useful and vigilant curiosity. Water-tanks,
sail-stores, oil-stores, small armories, iron and
copper worke—everything that contributes to
ection in the sport—he went through and
inspected, with a yard measure in hand. As
he always reduced the French measures to ours,
it is evident that the British navy has been the
earliest and the most favored object of his
official studies. The Grand Duke is quite a
model for tourists. This is turning travel to
account, When his grandfather, his father,
and bis uncles, came to this country, they also
brought with them engineers and savans, and

bo ] s of 1 inventions.
ok bome 1}0 :ﬁ;:u:"’ohpﬁeifn inventions

-Ta
man of business, and he refurns to e e e!g&r?p‘:
of the founder of his empire, who wielded not
only a yard measure, nd an adze, in our dock-
yards.”
But says the Times—* an odd thought strikes
one—where is the game for thiasport?” Ah!
look out, old England. Have your wooden
walls ]l ready. The Times saye, impreasively :
% This is no visit of ceremony or pleasure,
and the High Admiral of the Russian fleet, the
sternest of the Russian Princes, is no mere
* fine, frank-hearted sailory but a man who
goes about with a yard wand, and makes three
visils to a gunboat or dock-yard.
¢ A chiel's amang you, takin’ notes,'
and if he does not publish them, which will
not answer his purpose, he will put them to a
better wse.”
However, as far as we are concerned, the
Grand Duke Constantine is most heartily wel-
come to sec everything that is to be seen in this
country. il

Reanive Oxe's Owy OpitvaArv.—The tenure
of the Major Generalship of Massachusetts,
like that of & good many other officers in that
ancient Commonwealth, is for life or during
good behaviour. The Boston Transcript says
that one of the former lived so long that s
wicked wag, at his reported death, gave, as a
sentiment at a public dinner, “ The memory of
our late Major General—may he be eternally
rewarded in heaven for his everlasting services
on earth.” Judge of the surprise of the aathor
of this toast, on learning, the next day, that
the report was false, and the Wteran officer
still alive, -

This reminds us of an ocenrrence that took
place in the same State, sore years ago. In
the days of Mycall, the publisher of the New-
ort Herald. (a journal still alive and
ﬂonnshiw the Sheriff of old Essex, Philip
Bagley, been asked several times to pay
up his arrears of subscription. At last one
day he told Mycall that he would certainly
“hand over the next morning as sura as he
lived. If you don’t get dyonr oney to-morrow,
you may be sure I am ,” said he.

morrow came and passed, but no money.
Judge of the Sheriff’s feelings, when, on the
morning of the day after, he opened his Herald,
and saw announced the lamented decease
of Philip Bagley, Ezq, High Sheriff of the
county of Essex; with an ohityary notice at-
giving the deceased credit for a
many excellent traits“of character, but adding,
that he had one faalt very much to be deplored;
he was not punctual in paying the printer,

Bagley, without waiting for his b:
started for the Herald office. On the way, it
struck him as sin that none of the many
friends and acquaintances he met seemed to
be surprised to see him. They muat have read
their morning Was it possible they

cared so little am?l':im as to have forgottan
already that he was no more? Full of perturba-
tion J entered the printing office, to ny that

he was dead, in iG personag.
“ th,lﬁiuigﬁprexemnd' the facetions

editor, thoughmn werg defunct | "

“ Defonct]” exclaimed the Sheriff. “What
put that idea in head ? "

“ Why, ﬁon yourself!” said Mycall. “ Did
you not tell me”——

“QOh!ah! ! Tsee!” stammered out the
Sheriff. “Well, there's your . And
now contradict the repogt in the next paper, if
you please.” "

“ ’s nok y friend Bagley,” said

the old joker; “it was only prinied in your

m%agood&ﬁaifliud many years after this
“ gell,” nndlothdayofhine.ldu&tlwg.l
took good care to pay the printer |—New Or-
leans Picayyne,

Fisaixc wite Blln:LimLH Ham, in
his entertaining work entitled “ My ise,”
sy B ool Ve g
i n w

saw a .h'mhmhﬂnmm
the lee of a héavy pier, on which were a
Chinese n, & basket, a paddle, and five
duck-like birds called “fishing cormorants.”
The fisherman soon reached out his hand to-
wards the nearest of which at once

His life shows many of the peculiarities of

[
Well, the Grand Duke is on a visit of pleas-
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m ; he amoothed his feathers with his right
y bent his mouth to his arched neck for a
moment, and then put him on the edge of the
raft. There the bird dipped his bill into the
water onee or twice, snapped his head from
side toside, and ended by diving suddenly into
the turbid stream that wuhednﬁia feet. After
being down ten or fifteen seconds, he suddenly

out of the water with a good-sized fish
in his niouth, and, swimming to his master, de-
livered up the prize. The fsherman stroked
him down as before, utterd a few encouraging
words, And the same operation was repeated.
Another bird then made one or two unsuccessful
efforts, when the master took him back on the
raft, slapped him soundly om the head, and
threw him angrily down. That cormaorant
made tracks for the other end, and looked quite
sshamed. The traifing of birds for the purpose
of fishing is quitse common in that part of
China, and is often made a valuable sourcs of
emolament.

Dovarass Jerrotn.—Mr. Jerrold is now in
his 54th year. Born in 1803, at which time
his father was manager of the Sheerness theatre,
he went to sea, when twelve years of Age, 08 a
midshipman in the Royal Navy, His laat
vuysﬁe in this capscity was when the ship on
which he seryed brought over ion o
the British wounded from Waterloo. Afler the
peace of 1815 he left the Navy, and was ap-
prenticed to a printer in London. He had
worked as a compositor for some years when
he made his first attempts in literature as a

teatrical critic. At the age of 20 he wrote
his Blackeyed Susan. During the four-and-
thirty years which have elapsed since that well-
known play first delighted the nightly crowds
at Snma{ Theatre and at Drary Lane, Mr.
Jerrold has continued to act on the public
with his pen,
as a writer of essays, sketches, and tales, for
magazines, and for separate publication—as
one of the chief contributors to Punck since ita
second number—and as the editor, in succes-
sion, of several monthly periodicals and two
weekly newspapers. The result has been, that
we now possess, asthe collected body of his
writings, & considerable number of volumes ;
and that whosoever, either in Britain or out of
Britain, knows anything of cotem porary British
literature, is familiar with the name of Doug.
| lass Jerrold,
. Very few celebrated men stand the test of be-
ing personally seen and listened to. It ought
not to be so, but such is the fact. Most deci-
dedly, however, it is not so with Mr. Jerrold.
|Penm_nally, he is one of the most impressive
[ men in London, His eager, courageous, some-
what wild, but seusitive face, with a Jush of
Nelson in it, as well as his spare figure, would
arrest aftention even where he was not known.
And then his talk, wherever he is known | By
this time it is no secret that he is reputed in
London cireles to be the wittiest man going,
In grave, downright, or discussive convergation,
or in eloquent and varied monologue, there may
be others of our metropolitan mén of letters
who come up to him; but, in the one quality of
wit, and, above all, in the faculty of instant,
pungent, flashing, blasting retort, he is belinved
to have no equal. Not that he is a peculiarly
argumentative or combative man—far less that
be is really cynical or ill-natured. His ordinary
or spontaneous talk is bright, free, various, an-
ecdotic, fanciful, and often very earnest, though
still characterized by the play of wit. Baut the
fashion of “ wit combats,” even among friends,
has pot yet gone out ; and often, where thers is
no difference at all, or where, if there is a dif.
ference, itisa perfect!y amicable one, aomething
will be said by some one resent, containing
| within it the elemental possibility of a jest—a
1j est confirmative, a jest critical, & jest sarcsas.

tic, a_jest dissolvent, a jest personal to the
speaker, or a jest purely arbitrary and fantas-
tic.
| Then is Mr. Jerrold's moment.

A flash, and

it is cut., Away ulo!newhern among tha affini-
ties, er2 One d eonnt the thi
e Rl Qould conn tm,mi:: thing has

vITaL 1 "y
analogy seized on the wing ; two ideas, that had
laid apart since chaos,are suddenly brought to-

ether ; the quickest bearer has’ it first; the
sugh goesround like a cracker; and just when
the rest are done, the metaphysical Scotchman
at length, at the end of the table, cries out, * I
see it,” and sends around the laugh again.
When the jest is confirmative or fantastic, all
are pleased ; when it is critical or fantastic, or
digsolvent, the speaker may go on at the peril
of another; when it is persanal, and no harm is
meant, a good fellow will keep his temper.
There is, Eerhlpa, no conversation in which Mr,
Jerrold takes a part, that does not elicit from
him half a dozen of supremely good things of
the kind described. To recollect such good
things is proverbially difficult; and hence many
of Jerrold's die within the week, or never got
beyond three miles from Covent Garden. Some,
however, live, and get into circulation, & little
the worse for wear, in the provinces; and not
a few have been exported. One joke of his
was found lately beating about the coasts of
| Sweden, seeking in vain for & competent Swe-
dish translator; and the other day, n tourist
from London, seeing two brawny North Britons
laughing together immoderataly on a rock near
Cape Wrath, with a heavy sea dashing at their
feet, discovered that the cause of their mirth
was & joke of Mr. Jerrold's, which they had in-
tercepted on its way to the Shetlands. A col-
lection of Jerroldiana, we should suppose, would
be found as good, of its kind, as a similar col-
lection of the witticisms of Sydney Smith ; not
80 numerous, perhaps, nor so rich and unciuous
individually, but many of them fiercer and more
keenly barbed.— Naticnal ( Eng.) Mag,

Goop Doc, Masor!—A most remarkable
exhibition of canine sagncity occurred in St
Lawrence county: An eminent physician, Dr.,
McC,, of Potsdam, hurriedly called in con. |
guitation to a patient forty miles distant, His
dog, a faithful companion, and a spleadid spe-
cimen of the Newfoandland species, accompa-
nied him. On arriviag at his destination, he
found himself minus a very important medici ne,
which waa essentislly necessary in the trest.
ment of the case, and which could not be ob
tained in the vicinity. The oritical condition
of the patient would not admit of his returning
for it. In this emergency, he bethought of
trusty “ Major,” who was ever willing to obey
his mandates. The Doctor accordingly wrote
a letter to his ltudent{‘(-ho slept in the office,)
wrapped it in a pocket-handkerchief, and pe-
curely fastened it about the neck of “ Major,”
then dismissed him for home. The intelligent
dog’ readily obeyed. Twelve at night found
bim howling at the office door; his familiar
voice awakened the clerk, who let him in, and
again retired; but this would noct sngwer the
purpose of “Msajor,! wha, having an urgent
commission to fulfil, commenced palling the
clothes from the bed. This unusual demon
stration alarmed the clerk, who, supposing he
had admitted & strange, possibly , animal,
got caytiously up for his musket. The dog in-
stantly became quiet; & match was lighted,
when “ Major,” with a friendly wag of the tail
and with & piteous whine altracted

elity is well au-

canine
thenticated.—N. Y. Spirit of the Times,

Suiyee.—~Nothing on

irds, the
W'u:::.‘.im,ud stepped into his open

3
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twilight that hovers gently beiween both, more
bewitching than either. But all smiles are not
alike. The cheerfulness of vanity is not like
the smile of love. The smile of gratified pride ia
not like the radiance of goodness and truth.
The rains of summer fall alike upon all trees
and shruba.  But when the storm passes, and
on every leaf hangs a drip, each gentle pufl of
wind brings down a pretty shower, and every
drop brings with it something of the nature of
the leaf or blossom on which it hung; the road-
gide leaf yields dust; the walnut leaf, bittarness ;
some flowers, poicon ; while the grape-blossom,
the rose, and the sweet-briar, iend their groma
to the twinkling drops, and send them down
perfumed. And go it is with smiles, which every
heart perfumes aceording to its natare—selfish-
ness is acrid ; pride, bitter; good-will, sweel
and fragrant.—Henry Ward Beevher,

Ceniovs Faors rrox History.—The Sax
ons first introduced archery in the time of Vel
tigner. It was dropped immediately aftor the
Conquest, but ravived by the crusaders, they
having felt. the effects of it from the Saracens,
who probably derived it from the Parthians.
Bows and arrows, ag weapons of war, were in
use, with stone cannon balle, as late as 1510,
It is singular that all the statutes for the en-
couragemant of archery wero framed after the
invention of gunpowder and firenrms. Yew
trees were encouraged in churchyards, for the
making of bows, in 1482—hence their reneral
ity in churchyards in England.

"Coats of arms came into vogue in the reion
of Richard I, of England, and became hered;.
tary in families about the year 1192, They
took their rise from the knights painting their
banners with different figures, to distinguish
them in the crusades.

The first standing army of modern times
| was established by Charles VIII, of France, in
| 1445, Previous to that time, the King had de-
pended upon his nobles for contingents in time
of war. A standing army was first established
in England in 1638 by Charles I, but it was de-

clared illegal, as well as the organization of
the royal guards, in 1679, The first permanent
military band instituted in England was the

yeomen of the guards, established in 1458,
Guns were invented by Swartz, a

(terman,
shoat 1378, and were brought into use by
Venetians in 1382, Cannon were invented st
an anterior date. They were first used at (he

battle of Cressy, in 1346. In England they
were firat used at the siege of Barwick, in 1405,
It was not until 1544, however, that ‘they were
cast in England. They wers used on board of
ships by the Venitians in 1539, and were in use
among the Turks about the sama time. An
artillery company was instituted in Bogland
for weekly military exercises, in 1610,

Insurance of ships was firat practiced in the
reign of Casar, in 45. It was & general cnstom
in Earope in 1194. Insurance offices wore
first established in London in 1847,

Astronomy was first studied by the Moors,
and was by them introduced into Europe in
1201, The rapid progress of modern astronomy
dales from the time of Copernicus. Books of
| astronomy and peometry were destroyed, ua

infected with magie, in England, under the
reign of Edward VI, in 1552.

Banks were first established by the Lombarnl
Jews in Italy, The name is derived from ban
s, bench—benches being erected in the har
ket-places for the exchange of money, e, The
first public bank was at Venice, ahont 1550,
The Bank of England waa estublished in 1693,
In 1696, its notes were at 20 pee cent. disc

]

auni.

The invention of bells is attributed to Paa
linus, Bishop of Nola, in Campuria, sbout the
year 400. They were first introduced into
churches, as a defence moainst thunder snd

| ligbtoing, in 900, They were first hung up in
KEngland, at Croyland Abbey, Lincolnshire,
in 945, In the eleventh century, and later, it
was the custom to baptize !hbm.'. the churches
before they were nsed. Tha curfew bell wi
established in 10468, It was rung at eight in
the evening, when people were obliged to put
:’t;::!- ei;; fire and candle. The cnstom was
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London in 1336, to rl:i?;-' T v ft waied.in
cry, “ Taka care of your fire and candle, bhe
charitable to the poor, and pray for the dead.”

How many are aware of the origin of the
ward “ boo!" used to frighten children ? Tt is
s corraption of Boh, the name of & fiarce Qothic
General, the son of Odin, the mention of whose
name spread & panic among his enemies.

Book-keeping was first introduced into Line
lend from Italy, by Peale, in 1560,

It wha de-
rived from a system of algebra published by
Burgo at Venice.

Notaries public were first appointed by the
Fathers of the Christian Church, to collect the
acls or memoirs of martyrs in the first century.

The administeation of the oath in civil cases
ia of high antignity. Sece Exodus 22, 10,
Swearing on the Goepels was first used in 525,
The ¢ath was first administered in judicial
proceedings in England by the Saxons in 600,
The words “so help me God, and all Suints)
concluded an oath till 1550,

Sigaals to be nsed at sea were firsl contrived
by James 1I, when Dake of Yurk, in 1665,
They were atterwards improved by the French

commander, Tourville, nud by Admiral Bal-
chen.

Raw silk is 8aid to have first been made by »
people of China, called Seres, 150 B, C. It
wad first brought from India, 274, and a pound
of it at that time was worth a pound of pold.
The manufacture of raw silk was introduced
into Burope from India by some monks in 560,
Silk dresses were first worn in 1435, The egos
of the silk worm were first brought into Earope
in 527.—HRaston Journal,

Getrixag 1o HEAvEN ny wavy or Wew On
1eaxs,—The Philadelphia corresyondent of tha
New York Dispatch gives the following :

*“ A few days since, & young man who had
long been attached to a church, and who was
about to leave for New Orleans, came to bid
his pastor farewell.

“Aud so you are going to that decenerate
place, New Orleans, are you?" said the pastor,

“Yes, sir; but I don't expect to ba influenc-
ed by any extraneous pressure of any kind,”
responded the young man, with considerable
earnestness.

“Well, I am glad to seo you so confident, ¥
hope the Lord will guide yon. But de yon
know the temptations which exist there 7"

“Not particularly, sir.”

“Well, I do. You'll find wanton worann in
the guise of Paris, tempting the very elect ;
and rare wines and ardent drinks ; and you'll
find fine company, aud night brawling, and
gambling, and dissipation, and running after
the lusts of old man Adam.”

‘8till, sir, I hope to combat these anccess-
fully,”

“I'hope you will, my dear Christian brother,”
was the reply. “I hope you will, and let me
give you this much for your consolation, in case
you should fall from grace. The tempter is
worse than the ain; aad the greater the tempta.-
tion, the more merit there is in resisting it.
The man who goes to heaven by way of New
Orleans is sure to have twice ag high place
in etarnal glory as he who reaches Paradise
through the c"uiu portals of Connecticut or

Pennsylvania.

—_—

Mugic 1¥ Scnoors,—At the recent masting
of the Board of Education of New York city,
William Cullen Bry-'.:r of the New York Even-
ing Fost,made a capital speech
of Mugic in Schools,
following extract :

“In making music a branch of common edn-
cation, we give A new atlraction to our common
schools. Music is not merely u study, it is an

upon the subject
from which we make the

enterfainment ; wherever there is music, there
is a MJ’ listeners. We complaia tha:

our common’ schools are not attended as they
should be. What is to be done—shall we coznpel
the attendance of children? Rather lot ue, it
we can, 80 order things, that children shall st
tend yoluntarily—shall be eager to arowd to the
schodls ; and for this purpose nothing can be
more effectual, it 8eema to me, than the art to
which the ancients ascribed such power, that,
according to the fablea of their poets, it drew




